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Reflections on Old Age 
November 2, 2014 
Arend D. Lubbers 
 
You have heard the old proverb, “you’re only as old as you feel.”  Don’t believe it.  You can’t 
remain the age you choose by willing it.  I know because in nature’s way of imposing I felt old 
for the first time at 83.  I didn’t want to feel old.  If possible, I would have willed myself to feel 
younger than I did when I became 83. 
 
The first hint of the new condition came last winter during the final days of February.  I was 
swimming, an activity I usually indulge myself two or three times a year.  After mighty kicks 
and thrusts I emerged from the pool and could barely walk.  In subsequent days I went to a clinic 
for an x-ray, had a doctor, Seth Walker, attending a Spectrum Health Board Meeting in Florida 
examine me, had an acupuncture specialist puncture me, and bought a cane which was especially 
helpful.  It took a month for the healing process to do its work.  By the end of our March stay in 
Naples I was beginning again to walk, though without past assuredness. 
 
Upon return to my Michigan activities, Tim Petrega, at a Mary Free Bed Hospital meeting 
insisted I see immediately one of the hospital physicians and asked me to his office at the 
conclusion of the meeting.  The outcome resulted in an MRI and the diagnosis of spinal stenosis, 
rather advanced I gathered because of the doctor’s concern.  I saw a neurologist friend who 
viewed the MRI results, and told me to keep active and not seek surgery until the pain became 
unbearable.  It’s not unbearable. 
 
We have travelled twice to Europe since then, walking and walking with the helpful support of 
my cane.  Do I feel young?  I certainly do not.  Am I troubled in body? Somewhat; in mind, only 
that I know I am in old age; in spirit, no, but I am constantly aware of my mortality.  I continue 
to work for good causes.  I enjoy the Board work that I have in abundance.  I am beginning to 
look forward to less activity.  Music, art, sports continue to absorb me.  They will serve me well 
to the last.  Active travel will be on the agenda until the cane no longer does its job for me. 
 
I am coming to terms with my recently discovered old age.  The obituaries I read nearly each day 
remind me that I have beaten the average, the end time is much nearer than the time I have 
already lived.  I have the good fortune of reflecting on an enviable life beginning with the best 
set of parents.  With many more happy memories than sad ones it is natural for me to want to 
keep living the happy life.  It’s what I know.  At this stage I have no reason to want the next 
dimension.  It will come in due time.  I am losing the fear that comes with anticipation of death.  
The period of old age I now admit to intrigues me.  There will be no problem filling the time so 
long as reasonable health remains.  I am beginning to feel complete, yet not eager for the end.  I 
feel old and I rather like it. 
 
 
